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That evening, when Vanderlip asked me what he was like,
I could not resist admitting that if Trotzki were less im-
pressive than Lenin, he was at least more human.
The next evening punctually at 6.30 the War Ministry car
awaited me. It was covered but not closed, and a driving wind
lifted the snow and blew it about like smoke. In the Red
Square we punctured. I wrapped my travelling rug around
my shoulders and tried to keep out the cold. (The coat that
had been promised was not yet forthcoming.)
I arrived late for my appointment and explained why I
was too cold immediately to work. Trotzki kissed my frozen
hands and placed two chairs for me by the fire, one for me and
one for my feet.
When I had melted a little, he said:
" I will make a businesslike contract with you. I promise
to stand by the side of your clay for five minutes every half-
hour."
Needless to say the five minutes distended, and only the
telephone recalled him to his work; even then he would let
it ring until its persistence grew annoying, and then courteously:
" Have I your permission ? "
His manners were charming. He had the ease of a man born
to a great position. And yet before the Revolution what was
he ? An exile in a journalist office in East Side, New York.
(Americans have assured me he was a waiter —"A waiter ? "
I answer, " Never! Why he would have thrown all the plates
at the people's heads! ") Having become a statesman, a
general, a chief, he had unconsciously evolved a new indivi-
duality. However, if Troteki were not Troteki, and no one
had ever heard of him, one would nevertheless be delighted by
his brilliant mind and quick wit.
Nearly everything he said had a double meaning. I seemed
to be mentally always lagging behind, unravelling his witti-
cisms. Once when he had been standing next to his
effigy for some time, he began-to sway. I wondered if he were
going to faint.
I begged him, whatever he did not to fall backwards,
or he would fall on my work. He recovered instantly and
smiled:

